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Whofe Arte fhuld fhowe me true the place,

and Clymate where I ftande,
Well yet what foeuer chaunce theron

what foeuer Realme it be,
Yon Cafteli wyll I vyfyte fure,

hap what hap wyll to me.
Thus much me thought alone I fpoke

and then I forewarde went,
And curfed eke an hundred folde,

them that me thyther lent.
Thus to the Cafteli, ftrayght I came,

whiche when I vewde aboute,
And fawe the workmanfhyp therof

full gorgeouflye fet oute.
I entred in, with fearefull Harte,

muche doutyng howe to fpeede,
But euer hope of happye chaunce,

my heauye Hart dyd feede.
Wyde was the Courte and large within

the walles were rayfed hye,
And all engraued with Storyes fayre

of coftlye Imagrye.
There myght I fe, with wondrous Arte,

the Picture porturde playne,
Of olde Orion Hunter good,

whom Scorpions vyle had flayne.
And by hym ftoode his Borfpeare and

his other Inflruments,
His Net, his Darte, his Courfar, and

his Hunters reflyng Tents.
And vnder hym was wrytten fayre.

in Letters all of Golde,
Here lies he flam, with Scorpions fling,

vnhappy wretche that wolde,
Haue forced the Ladye of this forte

with flayne of Royaltie.
To haue confented to his wyll,

in fylthye Lecherye.